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Out in the woods where the children play 


by a_paramnesia_victim 


Summary 


Michael sneaks away to play, and maybe not just birds and trees can make for good 
company. Green eyes, golden hair, daisies and dandelions, turn out to be delightful to be 
around. 


Notes 


See the end of the work for notes 


The sky is turning orange, Michael notices idly. 


The hues are so bright, there's red, and orange, and yellow, Michael has never quite seen something 
like that. ("You did!" a quiet chortling of his memories calls. "But it was warm and hot, it was safe, 
it was free!") 

The sky is very bright and all painted in warm colors, but it's starting to get dark. 


Michael frowns. The dark is bad. That's what dad and papa said. But they also said the outside is 
bad, he remembers, but Michael is having fun! So he chortles to himself and goes on, deeper in the 
darkening forest. 


Ravens rest on the branches above. Michael knows they're ravens, because he knows the crows. 
The crows are always talkative, but these birds are quiet. These birds are quiet but they look 
playful. He follows them, playing. But he gets distracted easily, and soon he's sitting down, rolling 
grass and flowers between his little fingers. 


The night falls. 


There's a person with him. 


Michael didn't see when the silent cloaked figure sat on the field, not far from where he played, 
braiding grass and flower strands. Michael's face scrunches up in a frown for the second time that 
night. People are bad. That's what dad and papa said. But the stranger stands there quietly, 
harmless, and it's nice. Michael doesn't like being alone. 


Technoblade said it was because no piglet is supposed to be left alone. Michael likes to think he's 
right. 


The stranger shifts, grass crunching when his weight shifts. The small piglin is startled out of his 
thoughts, letting out a squeal. The stranger is still as a tree now, looking at him. Not at him, the 
piglin notices - the stranger's eyes are focused somewhere above his head. Michael thinks they 
remind him of papa, but papa's green eye is bright and lively, not opaque and unfocused. The 
stranger talks. 


"Didn't mean to startle you, piglet." 
Michael lets out a surprised squeal again. 
"You can talk like me!" 


"So I do." He doesn't smile, but the stranger has his head tombed just slightly to the side, like 
Technoblade does when Michael says something funny. 


"T thought only Technoblade could talk like me! Are you like us?" Another piglin like him! He 
couldn't wait to tell papa and dad! 


This time the stranger does smile. He has a lot of scars, Michael notices idly. 


"Afraid that's not the case. I just learned from a... a friend." Michael nods thoughtfully. Not a 
piglin then. Maybe a new friend. 


He asks so to the stranger. The man huffs out a laugh, but says nothing. Michael complains so, the 
man just shakes his head. 


"What is a piglet such as you doing so far from home, all alone in a forest like this?" 
"IT wanted to play outside." Is his simple answer. 


"Hmm." The stranger replies. They fall in silence, and Michael is all hunched in concentration, 
weaving flowers. 


He startles his company when he gets up, holding his work proudly. He trots towards the man and 
in all seriousness of a child's play, and rests the flower crown on his light, gold colored hair. 
Michael likes gold. 


"You're my friend." He proclaims in clear piglin. The friend's eyes widen just a bit, before his lips 
split in a small, but genuine smile, if the young piglin has seen any. 


The flowers are white and yellow. Michael doesn't know their names, but they match well with the 
golden hair. 


"IT don't have many friends, little piglet." He huffs softly. 


"You have a new one now!" He oinks back, stubbornly. His friend lets out a delighted laugh, and 
tentatively reaches out, finding Michael's head, and ruffling it playfully. The piglin drops himself 


beside the stranger this time, and goes back to weaving a flower crown, this time for himself. 


The night goes on quietly. The ravens on the trees now caw things Michael can't understand, but 
the man nods and hums, listening to their rants. 


"Michael!" A voice cuts through the peaceful forest. 
Michael's head snaps up towards it. 
"Papa!" A shuffling sound, flaps of wings above his head. 


When Ranboo appears, hastily moving through through the trees and grass, Michael is alone. A 
distressed Ranboo picks him up, scolds him for running off. Michael is too busy searching with his 
eyes for the cloaked figure he found a friend in. There's no sign of him. But the little crown of 
flowers and grass he made is gone too. 


He hopes the stranger took it with him, so he wouldn't be alone in the dark. 


Somewhere deep in the forest, ravens know he did. The flowers resting on golden hair are wild 
daisies and dandelions. 


End Notes 


This was quite impulsive - I have lots of DSMP scraps, but this is the first one I finished. 
The concept of ominous, relatively dangerous and feared forest creatures who guard well 
meaning wanderers and lost children is something I hold dear from my culture, so I'm 
projecting it on c!Dream, and Michael being a young and innocent soul who doesn't see 
evil on a stranger worked well with it. 


The writing is rough around the edges and repetitive - it's intentional, to resemble a child's 
mind, and children's books, since this is on Micheal's pov for the most part, and the flowers 
have chosen meanings, yes, positive ones. 


Please drop by the archive and comment to let the author know if you enjoyed their work! 


